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CHAPTER L

r' WAS DRAWING near to the end of De¬
cember. In a few days the bells would ring

oat a joyous welcome to the new year. Never
had the *treeti of Paris seemed so bright and
liTelr. They were fairly choked with crowd*
of light-hearted people, who. for the time be¬
ing. had pushed self out of sight and were only
bent upon making others happy. In the shops
they elbowed each other furiously in tbeir
eagerness to get the best and the prettiest for
those they loved, to cheer the old and to sur¬

prise the young. Nothing was too good for the
loved on«* at home, nothing was too dear for
those who hod the money to spend and as these
crowds of chattingand laughing people brushed
by Pierre Pujol, he drew his thin coat closer
acrosu his breast for his thought* had suddenly
turned to his two little daughters in that cold
aud cheerless attii-, which served him as a home,
and the keen air seemed to bite him most mer¬

cilessly.
A year ago Pujol had had a snug berth in a

banking house and bis prospects in life left
nothing to be desired. His intelligence and
industry made him a great favorite with his
employers and he had gone to hi* comfortable
little h>>m<* on the last day of the year with a

present of 10U franc* in hi* pocket and a not ce
of an increase of salary. Hi* wife had met him
at the door ami their tear* of joy bad mingled,
while Julie and little Blanche had (showered
kisses upon him a* the beautiful presents were

set before their wondering eyes.
Ala*, what terrible changes sinqe that d.tv!

Tlu bank g house had failed' and
although he had made most persistent efforts
to secure a new position, had been unable to do
so. Put. greatest blow of all. his beloved wife,
never very robust, had broken down under tae I
ktnuii and faded out of life like a tender flower.
Things ha-1 gone from bad to worse, and now.
as the New Year'* day was coming around
again. Pierre Pv.jol found himself face to fswie
*ith bitter and remorseless poverty. He felt
like a criminal as he crept back to his wretched
attic, for several times during the week he had
lonnd awaiting lulu scraps of bread aud me»t
which lie knew Julie must have secured l»v
begging. The thought drove him almost to
frenzy, and yet he dared not forbid her to aik
aims, for lilanche was such a frail little creatu-e
tJi.it even a fast of twenty-four hours might l»e
fatal. Pujol pushed the door open as soitly is
possible, for Be hoped the children might be
asleep, but Julie hesrd him and called out:
."How Lite you are tonight, papa. I waited

stipl>er for y.«u neariv ar. hour '

At ili:»t word "»i:pj>er
' I*ujol felt his eve* fll

with t< ars. He glanced a; thy table aud. sure
enough. there was .1 plats of bread and meut.
and beside is a cup of rouie beverage or other.

"Julie." began the wretched inuu in a low
whisper: but the little girl of ten .a remarkably
strong and womanly child for her years.an tic i-
p;,*.e»; what he was Roing to say and cut hitii
short with a mock earnest exclamation of
"Papa. Uanche has been very nanghty tonight:
she won't go to sleep, although I've told her all
about the dolls in the shop windows."
At tU'.'st word* little Blame. whom her sister

wm holding upon her lap and coddling up to
her cbdd breast in sucn a sweet and lovable
nunner that Pujol'* heart wa* deeply touched
by the sight, broke away from Julie's* embrace
and fixing her wide-opened eye* on her father
cried out:
"Oh. papa. Julie has told me all about them,

and I want one for a New Vear's present."
"One what, my darling/" asked Pujol, takingthe child in his arms and kissing her little

cheeks, now du<hed with a glow of excitement,
"Why. au unbreakable doll. pupa. Julie

says it il last till I get to be a big, big girl.Won't it. Julie.'"
"tome here, you naughty child." said Julie,

settling herself down again to the almost hope-lex* ta-k of rocking her little sister to sleep,and let poor hungry papa eat his supper in
peace, you bad. bad cuild.

"I'ubreakable doll/'" murmured Pujol to
himself. as he covered his fhee with his hand* to
hide his tears, and then it occurred to him
tLa* he had seen in the shop windows doll* *o
labelled for the tirst time this season. "It is
doubtless some novelty to carry joy to the
children's hearts," he added, "bui alas. 1 fear,
there 11 be no joy for me and mine thU New
Year day. it can t last much longer. 1 must
get fool for them or I must give them up to I
lho*e who can provide for their want*. Give
thi. to up.' oh ! merciful heaven, the thought
sets a knife in mv heart!" And the man
sobbed convulsively a* the phantom of eepara-tion rose before him.
"Don't cry. t-atu," murmured a child's voice

Softly and tenderly. It was Julie, and a* she-
laid her little face against her father's and
wrapped her arms around his neck. *he re¬
peat* d in a tone *weet and trustful: "Don't
cry. papa, we shall have better luck next year.I know we shall. And it will soon be New
Year's now. papa."'
"God grant it." exclaimed Pujol, at he

pressed that frail little ttjiire to his hre.nt.
But. ah. it seemed like hoping against hopeThe following day brought forth nothing but

promise?, always promises. For wearv
hours Pujol cat in the outer offices of bu*{-
r.e** hnu.es only to be told in the end that
tlwy had resolvud to wait until after the open¬
ing ot the year before they tilled thi* or that
vacancy or took on any new men. Utterly
worn oat in and sick at heart, Pajol sat
down on a bench in the Champs Elysees to rest
himself for a few moment* and to run over his
list of names in order to see if he had been
everywhere. Yes. the list had been exhausted.
There was absolutely nothing more for him to
do but to send his children to some charitable
institution and become a beggar ou the streets.
It was hard, ternbly hard for him to make up
hi* mind to give up the straggle, the more so
aa he telt himself so willing aud able to do his
duty in life. But he seemed crowded out. el¬
bowed asi'le. he knew not whv. No one wanted
hit-.t. no one wa* touched by liis piteous tale of
suffering, no one wa* moved by the look of an¬
guish which came from hi* terribly sad and
*unke:i«ye*. Overcome by fatiqne. Pujol *
head fell backward and for an instant all his
troubles were forgotten. He slept."Poor man. how awful sad he looks!" ex-
claim, d a child's voice, in a soft and sympa¬thetic- tone.

"I must be dreaming." thought Pajol to him¬
self.
"Come. come. Paala!" cried another little

voice impatiently.
Pujol now roused himaalf to And . beautiful

child richly clad in velvet and for standing in
front of him. with her larg* Mm eye* ftsad in¬
tently upon his face. A little farther alongthere were two other children, both of them
older. The children were accompanied by a
tall, aristocmtic-looking man. who had halted
and wa* waiting patiently for the one addressed
as Paula to catch up with him.
"Docome on. Paula!" again urged the same

voice, "we can t wait foT you forever!"
Bat the little angel's heart ha<l been touched,

and she was determined not to stir antil she
had blessed Pierre Pujol.

"Plewae, Uncle Felix," sh« pleaded, "give the
poor man some money."
The tall gen tieman smiled and thrusting his

hand into hi* pocket tossed a couple of franc*
teto Pujol's lap.
The bank clerk tried to speak, but the word*

died uwav in hi* throat, and he could only *it
there an«l watch the three beautiful children a*

they disappeared in the distance. Once or
twice hi* little angel Paula looked back at him.
Then he lost sight of them entirely.

It was evident that the gentleman, whom the
children had addres*ed a* Uncle Felix, had
been visiting the shops with hi* three little
nieces in hope* that they might make choice of
what they wanted for New Year's presents.Bat it had been a fruitless task, for when they
reached home there seemed to be quite a* little
chance as ever of their making up their minds.
Kven when Martha and Jane, the two eldest,
leached a conclusion. Paula was ready with all
aorta of objections, and the trouble began all
over again.

"Well, settle it among yourselves." said Uncle
Felix, laughingly. "and when von have made up
yoor minds let me know, only be sure and let
me know in time, for the tradespeople are
very busv these days and the order must be
given at least two days in advance."
"Oh. uncle. I know what I want." suddenly

came from little Paala. with a deliriously de¬
mure expression on her 'ttle face. 1 want one
of those new dolls that everybody is talking
.bout, with a long name."
"Oh, yon mean unbreakable," cried Unci*

Felix, with a laugh.
"Yes. that's it." Mid Paala.
"Very well," answered the ancle, "each of

CD 'hall have an unbreakable doll for yoor
w Year's present."
"No, no, dearest ancle." objected Jane.

"Not three, bat one big one, as big as Paala
herself."

"Yea, vea. Uncle Felix." urged Martha, who
at flrst had not looked with favor upon the
choice made by Paula; "oae splendid big one .

It shall b« the only baby in the familv. m be
the grandmother," Jane the mother, and Paula
the aunt."
At th-xe words Tanla wns be*ide herself with

toy and danced about th» room, clapping her
little hands and wishing that New Tears daybad already come.
"Very well, my darlings," said Uncle Felix

solemnly; "an unbreakable baby it shall be,
and the largest one that moner can buy. What
an altogether charming family yoo'U make, to
be sure."*
The moment Pierre Pujol had eaten tome

warm food he felt his courage come back with
his strength, and he determined to make one
more visit to the agency. To his great joy. they
informed him that one of the large establish¬
ments was in urgent need of trustworthy men
to act as porter* Tor the few remaining days of
the old year to assist in carrying packages to
their destination: that although the work wonM
doubtless be hard, yet the pay would be good.
Pujol took the address, presented himself forth¬
with and made such a favorable impression
upon the clerk in charge that he was at once
accepted and set to worg. In truth, it was
hard work, tramping from one end of Paris to
the other loaded down like a pack horse with

| bundles and ]<ackage«: but what would he not
; have undergone for the sake of those little
Inred ones at home? Now they would at least
have a happy New Year; for now he would have
money enough to bay them cakes and candies,
and. above all. to gladden their eyes with one
of the dolls of which they bad dreamed for m>

many nights in that cold and rhecrleas attic.

CHAPTER IL

But Pierre Pujol's toilsome taskbad its bright
side and that was that he was busied outdoors
and not called upon to stand for the livelong
day and watch the laughing and light-hearted
crowds of parentsand children as they swarmed
up and down the long counters, making their
purchases. and listen to their chat as they an¬

ticipated the joy and surprise of the loved ones
at home, when the moment should come to
open the packages and surrey the contents
Several times in his comings and goings Pujol
Jiaiwed friends and acquaintances who bail
;nown him in his better davs, bnt so pinched
and altered by hunger was his countenance, so
shabby and worn his clothing and, above all, so
li-aded down was he with bundlesand packages.
not only suspended from each arm. but
trapped" to hi* back, that they little thought
the man was the once happy and light-hearted
Iierre they had known, so full of kindliness and
amiability* so thoroughly trustworthy and
capable, and so popular with every one.

Jiut Pujol hud no time for indulgence in
gWmy recollection. His thoughts were &li
with the present, which hour by hour took on
a brighter hue. and. as be trudged along 011 the
long and weary errands, the music of little
Blanche's voice rang in his ears, and the soft,
hopeful eyes of the womanly little Jutie glowed
upon him like two beacon lights set in the
gloom which ha«l not yet entirely lifted. Then
came -he glad thought that the old year had
but two days more to live; that on New Year';)
eve he would receive his nay for the week's
work, and that then he should be in a position
to carry not only the cakes and candies to his
children, but the doll of which they hud been
dreaming for so many weeks.
So absorbed did poor Pierre become in an¬

ticipating the joyful New Year's day which was
in store for lum that quite unconscious of
where he was and what he was about be halted
and standing in the very middle of the* side¬
walk began the task of trving to persuade hiui-
(w If that he would be able to atford a good big
doll for his children.

"Let me see." said he half aloud, as he meas¬
ured off the leugth with his hands, "about so
long. Oh. no. I cannot think of it! That's too
big. Cut there, so long, 1 think would not be
too expensive, possibly a litt.'e shorter, guv of
that length, counting the bonnet, or even a"lit¬
tle shorter would satisfy i»y darling*. I know it
would. They are so good. But not an inch
shorter than that, there, that."
A burst of laughter aroused Pierre from his

beautiful dream. With a look of almost terror
he raised his head to tind a group of boys and
idlers encircling him and watching hi.< strange
actions. Tightening his bold on his bundles
he pushed his way through the jeering crowd,
which again broke out into mocking laughter
as he went his way.
At last the 31st day of December had come.

Pierre's heart felt a leaden weight laid upon it
when he found that the sun wasn't shining,
that tLe air was filled with a cold and penetrat¬
ing mist and that the sidewalks were as wet and
slippery as if they had been smeared with
greuse. It meant a cruelly hard day's work for
him, but he took courage.' It would be the last
before the glad New Year dawned and then
there would be at least twelve hours of happi¬
ness for him.
JU bre»k of day while the children were still

sleeping soundly, Pujol slipped out of his attic
and mr.de his way through the silent streets to
the establishment where he was employed. His
heart =«nk within tdaf and his legs seemed reAdv
to bend under him at the mere sight of the
the huge pile of packages which bad been as¬
signed to nim for distribution on this last day
of the year.
But. making a great effort to draw some little

comfort from the outlook by contrasting it w ith
hi.* position the week just passed, he buckled
down to work and by noontime had succeeded
in reducing the pile to less discouraging pro¬
portions. But. us the day wore on, it required
a tremendous effort of his will power to bring
him.«elf to return to the shop for the last load.
His legs and feet were tired to the bone and u
score of indescribable aches and pains shot
from his soles to his hips every step he took.
When 7 o'clock tolled out solemnly from the
belfry of a neighboring church he" had almost
finished his day's work. There was but one
package that remained to be delivered, but it
was a large and heavy one, and noticing that
its destination was a good mile awav und that
he was ut that moment near home" he deter¬
mined to climb the stairs to his cheerless attic,
drink some coffee, which he knew to be there,
and eat a crust of bread before starting out on
this lust errand of the day, this last task of the
old year.
A kind-hearted woman inhabiting one of the

best apartments in the house wus in the habit
of sending for the children in Pujol's absence
und meiiding and caring for their clothes.
They wore with this friend now, and as it was
New Year's eve Pujol was quite certain that the
good soul would bold on to them later than
usual, so, in order to make sure of getting his
week's pay, he resolved to return at once to the
shop. and, after he had drawn his money,bought presents for the children and snugly
tucked the rest of his money awuy in his
pockt. to return home, see the llttlo ones safely
in bed and then set out to deliver the last
package. .

He was quite astonished ty find that at least
one-half of his long list of aches and pains had
been cured by bis half hour's rest and cup of
coffee and cruat of bread, and he stepped alongwith a much lighter heart on bis way to the
mammoth establishment in which he "had so
fortunately obtained employment.All was still hurly-burly in the various depart¬
ments, and the hundreds of employes were
rushing hither and thither executing' the last
orders of the year so that they might harryhome to their families.

Pujol's heart felt lighter as he glanced at the
pale and haggard faces of these fellow sufferers,
who now for nearly a month had often
been obliged to eat 'their lunches as thev
stood at their posts, and he forgot bis own
troubles in pitying them. Picking his wav
through the long aisles encumbered with emptv
cases and pocking material, he halted in front
of the cashier's desk and was surprised to find
no line formed in front of the window.
"What can it mean?" gasped l'ujol. passinghis hand across his eyes, as if to assure himself

that there was nothing obstructing his vision.
"Great heavens, can it be that I am toj late,
that everr one has been paid, and that i must
wait until.until Jr. unary the 2d?"
A placard hanging over the cashier's window

now caught his eve, and he was obliged to lean
against the counter to keep from falling as he
read the notice which it contained. To all:
"On account of the sudden illness of the cash¬
ier, who has been at his post for sixtr consecu¬
tive hours, it will be impossible to pay off em¬
ployes before January 2d at 10a.m.'
"Oh. my poor babies.' my poor babler!"

groaned Pujol, us he pressed "bis hands to his
head. "How shall i ev»r bring myself to face
them empty handed.without even a box of
raudy or a single toy to gladden tbeir little
hearts. It's terrible, it's terrible."
He knew how useless it would be to attemptto have the rule of such a vast concern set aside

for his snerial benefit. Everybody had made
his purchases and had no need of money at this
late hour, so no one seemed to feel that there
was any hardship in this order. Pujol had been
seized with such a trembling and was so dazed
by the sudden misfortune that he found it verydifficult to find his way out of the establish¬
ment. Suddenly a great, muscular hand seized
the poor wretch by the collar and jerkedhim violently backward. He fell against an
iron railing and was partially stunned. As he
came to his senses a rough voice was heapingharsh names upon him.
"You fool," cried the voice, "are you drank

or crazy? In another instant yon would have
fallen down the elevator.a hundred feet Can't
you see where you are going?"

Pujol stammered oat a few words of thanks,and the porter, after taking another look at
him. seemed to soften a bit, for he took hold ol
Pierre's arm gently and leading him oat into
the street, dismissed him with a warning to be
sure and keep his wits about him until he got
home.
HomeThe word sent a shiver through the

man's frame. He stood for a moment lost in
thought and then be repeated the words, "a
hundred feet" over and over again.
"Ok merciful Father," he moraaxed,

"wonld it notharebell better to lot me fall?
A hundred feetOnly think of it! It wonld
have ended all mv sorrow*, all my trouble*,
and rev tired limb# and tired heart would hare
found rent at last. But my table* 1 Ah, mv
babies. who can ever love them a* I dof And
with the porter's warning to keep his wiu
about him, Pujol turned his face homeward,
taking good care to avoid the heavilv-loaded
wagons which rumbled along in every direction
carrying rich and costly present# to happy
b0.Vhat shall I my to my poor, dear babies?"
he asked himself over and over ag vin. ' Julie
is such a blessed little woman of a child that 1
fear no reproach from her. But mv little
Blanche's eyes will All with tears, and then my
wretched heart will snap in two.'
But just before he reached the house tue

comforting thought flashed through his mind
that possiblv the good woman on the hrst floor
had supplied them plentifully with cakes and
candies, and that, after all. their New lear s
eve would not be so utterlv dark and forlorn.
With stealthv and unsteady steps Pujol creptupstairs. The corridors were dimly lighted,
and it seemed to him as if he were intent upon
some crime. Crime? Ay. was it not a crime
to rob a human flower of light and warmth and
sunshine; to shut it up within four blank
so that the blessed breath of heaven couldn t
reach it or the soft balm of rain and dew could
not come unto it?

...,,As Pujol reached the la«t landing a sudden
outburst of childish laughter, clear, ringing,
sweet and bird-like in its gamut of tones, Tell
upon hid ear. Pierre made a halt as if the
heavens hud opened belore him. Then ne
dropped upon his knees anil bowed his head in
ui aver. Notuntil Julie came to the door, opened
it. looked out and said, as if thinking aloud,
"Why. I wonder what can keep dear, good
pap* so late?" Did he. or more correctly said,
could he bring hiuisclf to rise and make his
wav into the attic chamber. As he pushed the
door open Lis gaze fell upon a scene which
caused him to rub his eyes in order to con¬
vince himself that he was not wanucring about
in a dream.
Instead of finding the room lighted by a

single lamp, it seemed ablaze with the light or
two. while on the walls were hai'ging hemlock
wreathes ornamented with paper (lowers and
on the table lay a plentiful store of cakes and
candies and even several cheap toys. liie
whole place seemed transformed, beautitied, lull
of a strange radiance.
But Pujol's wonder was not sufTered to end

here, for when his gaze turned from the
changed character of the ph.ee itsell nud fell
upon his two children, he staggered back
against the wall utterly unable to articulato a
*
There sat little Blanche, rocking backward

and forward in her chair and cL^ping in her
babv arms a doll, richly, beautifully and com¬
pletely dressed even to a pair of tiny buttoned
kid shoes. The doll was quite as large as
Blanche herself.

...... « ."Oh. papa, dear. goo<.. kind, blessed papa,exclaimed Julie, throwing her arms around
him, "how shall we ever thank you lor the
splendid big doll.

...... v 1..Oh. don't talk so lond. Julie," whisperedBlanche. "I was just getting baby to asleepand
now vou've waked her up again.Pujol gave one glauce at the large pasteboardbox lying on the floor and the huge sheets of
paper in which it had been so ciire.ully
wrapped, and the mystery was solved. His lirstimpulse was to spring forward and snatch the
cordlv article from little Blanche's arms, but if
a keen-edged sword had been raised over liis
head to urge him to quicker performance of
the act, he could not have done it. He 8a".«'
upon a chair and covered his face witu liis
hands repeating to himself:

_

"(ireat heavens, what shall I do? What shall
I do?

, , ,"Baby ha* come to sav 'how doyou do. papa,dear.- said Blanche, holding up the doll in front
of him.

..."Ah, we found vou out. you mischievous
papa." exclaimed Julie, encircling his neck with
her arms. "Vou tried to hide it away from us.

"Yes, we found you out.' echt>ed Blanche;
"and. dearest papa, shall I tell you how we
found voil out? 1 heard the babv crying in the
box. She was tired of being shut up in that
horrid dark place; weren't you, baby? Is she
unbreakable, pupa?"

. .. , .Pujol tried to answer. Then he tried to
smile, but both failed. He claaped his children
to his breast and kissing tlieui tenderly bade
them go and amuse themselves with their new
doll-

, , 4,Thev were onlv too willing to obey, and the
wretched man was left to himself to think out
some solution for the extremely serious prob¬lem which now faced him. Mechanically, he
stooited and picked up the box which had con¬
tained the doll. Altuough he had only been
emploved for a few days in the establishment,
vet his thorough knowledge of well matters
had enabled him to unruvel the cipher of which
they made use to mark the price upon their
merchandise.

"Fifty francs T' he groaned as he came uponthe cabalistic pencil mark. "Twice as much
as the sum due me for a whole week s labor .

Have I lost my reason? Why, I must tike it
from them this instant, repack it and hurry off
to the- pttrcluiser?"' And springing up. Pujolapproached his children and mumbling out
Kume exeU3c, took the beautiful puppet out of
little Blanche's arms.
"Too late, too late *" tie murmured to him¬

self. for ho saw that they had already marred
its delicate wax face and spotted one of the tinv
kid shoes. "Too late." he repeated, and hand¬
ing the doll back to littlo Blanche1 he went
back to his seat again. Julio Boon joined himand with all her sweetness and tenderness
strove to get at the secret of his sudden and
mvsterious sorrow.
Pujol put her off with some ordinary excuse,but in a few moments he called her back to

him and bade her prepare for bed. telling her
that it was necessary for him to go oat once
m
Like a man stunned by ft heavy blow Pujol

went stumbling down the long stairway. Those
of the tenants who saw him go oat that night
deemed him under the influence of liquor.Alas, it was not the paralysis of intoxication, it
was the stupor of despair.

,"She will take care of them, he muttered to
himself. "She will take good care of them.
The world is alwavH ready and willing to pick
up an abandoned child, but it turns away piti¬lessly from those who are old enough to takecare'of themselves. Why should I wait to be
arrested as a common felon? Why should I laythis terrible sorrow on my popr little J ulie s
heart-' It would be madness to ask for tor-
giveness at the hands of the purchaser or the
doll. They would simply turn me over to the
authorities. True, death will rob me of mv
children and them of me ! But what use am I
to themv I've often read that drowning is an
eaev death and possibly there will be somebodyin this great city, after it has finished the feast¬ing end pleasures of the New \ear, who will be
touched by mv death and go to the rescue of my
poor babies. My poor babies! Oh, my poorbabies!

CHAPTER III.

"Well, this is just too bad!" exclaimed little
Paula de Courcy as she turned away from the
window, where Bhe had been pressing her
pretty face against the pane for nearlv an hour.
Just see, momma, what a beautiful New Year's
day it is and no Uncle Felix, no unbreakable
<loll.no n> thing!" and the tears gathered in
the child's eyes as she buried her face in her

L mother's lap.
"Courage, courage, little daughter," said

Madame do Courcy, "it's only 10 and you |
know Uncle Felix seldom gets here before
that."
"Yes, that'* so, dear mamma," cauie from

Jane; "but 1 do think he might have come a
littie earlier on New Year's day, and such a
beautiful dav!"
"So do I,' cried Martha, looking up from

her book, and then, with a pretty pout on her
sweet lips, she added; "I should call that an
invisible and not an unbreakable doll, should't
yon. mamma?"
"Indeed, I should!" replied Madame de

Courcy, laughing heartily.
"What does invisible mean, mamma?" asked

little Paula, looking up with a startled expres¬sion in her big blue eyes. It doesn't mean
that the doll won't come at all, does it, dear
mamma?"

"Yes, it doc*. Paula," cried Jane with a veryserious look: "it means that Uncle Felix has
either forgotten all about us or else that he has
taken the unbreakable doll to some other
little girls whom he loves better than he does
us."

"I don't believe he love* any other little
girl* better than he doe* as," replied Paula,
with almost a sob; *for marnran says that we
are the bust children in the world."
"Oh, dear, oh, dear," whimpered Jane, "I do

wish we hadn't asked for the unbreakable dolL
I know it won't come, and I'm afraid I won't
like it if it should come."
These words had scarcely dropped from the

child'* lips when a vigorous tug at the door
bell *et it dancing merrily.
A shout of joy went up from the three little

ones.
"That'* Uncle Felix!" they cried, "he alwaysrings that way, and away they went with a mad

man.
The good man was almost overturned bv the

charge they made upon him. He made an
effort to distribute the customary kisses, but to
his surprise Jane and Paula flitted behind him
as if they expected to find the unbreakable doil
dangling by a leg. or possibly rolled np into a
wad and thrust into his coat-tail pocket."Why, Uncle Felix, where is she? What's be¬
come of her? Hare yon folded her up and
hidden her away in your.coat pocket? Please
poll her oat won't yon? Did yon drop her on
the way here, or did yo* forget us entirely?

*
** W

tj

were some of the questions which the three
children rained upon their uncle in such a
tumultuous manner that the good man could
onlr hold up his hands and cry:.'"Mercv. mercy, do give your poor old uncle
a chance for hislife," and when quiet had been
restored, he added:
'.And now. first of all. my darlings, tell me

how vou like the unbreakable doll. Are yousatisfied? Is she big enough?"
"Why, don't you understand, dear uncle,

cried }iartha; "she ha*n't come; the unbreaka¬
ble doll baby hasn't arrived."
"Hasn't come, hasn't arrived," repeatedUncle Felix with a puzzled air.
"No, and what's more," exclaimed Paula in¬

dignantly, "I don't believe she's coming at all.
I don't believe that there's any such thing as
an unbreakable doll baby as big as I am."
"Why, darlings," stammered Uncle Felix, "I

picked out the largest and finest in the whole
establishment.a perfect beauty, with real hair,
movable eves and buttoned shoes."
"Buttoned shoes!" cried Paula, clapping her

hands with delight. "But where is she. dearest
Undo Felix, where is she?"
."And thev promised." continued the uncle,

"that she should reach you yesterday after¬
noon, seenrelv packed in a box big enough to
put Paula in/'
"Securely packed." repeated Martha. "Why,uncle, I thought she was unbreakable."
"So she is, so she is!" replied Uncle Felix,

"absolutely unbreakable when handled with
care. But listen, darlings, the delivery de¬
partments of the large establishment will not
close until noon. I'll go at once, and even if I
have to call upon the police to help me. 111
bring tLat unbreakable doll baby back with me,
dead or alive. But first a kiss all around,
please, little ladies. In your excitement about
the U7ibrenkable doll baby you quite forgotthat this is New Year's day?"Uncle Felix was soon out of sight and the
three children returned to their books and play¬things with faces wreathed in smiles and voices
full of tones of gladness.
But some way or other little Paula couldn't

settle down to a state of contentment. Even
the new toys seemed to have no charm for her.
Now that the unbreakable doll babv was so
so«ti to make her appearance Paula passed
most of her time running from one window to
another in hopes of being the very first to
catch a glimpse of the wonderful doll baby.Household duties now demanded Madamo de
Courcy's presence and the three children wero
left quite to themselves.
Again there was a ring at the door bell, but

so leebla bud been the pull that the sound
scarcely reached the chddren's ears. Theyknew only too well that it conld not be

_
Uncle

Felix. He always set the bell dancing in the
liveliest fashion. So not one of the little
maidens left her place. There was a faint sound
of voices in the corridor and then the door
closed again.

Paula's curiosity, however, got the better
of her. and pushing her playthings aside,
she ran to the window and mounted upon the
hocsock which served to give her a more ex¬
tensive view. In an instant her childish voice
rang out clear and pipe-like:"Oh, it's my beggarman. Coll him back.
Don't let him go away. Oh. mamma, mamma!
I want to see mv beggarman again. Call him
back; call him back!" and bursting out uponthe astonished servant who had just closed the
door, the child again broke out bo earnesUywith "Call my beggarman back! Don't let him
go. call him back!' that the man opened the
door anil beckoned to the poor, pale and ragged
wretch whom he had just turned away to re¬
turn. It was Pierre Pujol.
"Don't be afraid, good beggarman," cried

little I'aula, "come right in, no one will harm
you; don't be afraid."
Pujol removed his worn and battered hat and

stepped inside the hallway.
By this time Madame de Courcy, who had

overheard tliu shrill cries of her little daughter,made her appearance.
"Dear, good mamma," pleaded Panla; "this

is my beggarman. Don't you remember, I told
about his sad face when I got homo that day.Please give him some money. He may have a
little girl lust like me, and she may bo in need
of something to eat or something to wear."
Madame de Courcy. stooping down, claspedher little daughter in her arms and kissed her

over and over again.
"Vou are a little angel, my blessed," she cx-

claiined.
"So she is, madnme!" repeated Pierre Pujol,bending his head and reverently crossing him¬

self.
Madnme de Courcy gave but a cursory glanccat Pujol. Her mind was filled with a thousand

and one things in connection with an enter¬
tainment which she was to give that evening,and even had this not been so it is not at all
likely that she would have made a sufficientlyclose study of the poor wretch who stood be¬
fore her "with hut in hand and downcast look
to discover in him anything distinguishable
from the ordinary characteristics of those piti¬able specimens of humanity who wander about
the streets of every great city, feeding upon the
erustx which are' tossed to them and sinkingmonth by mouth lower in the scale of degra¬
dation until they can exist only by wranglingwith the very street curs for the contents of
the garbage boxes.
A woman's gracious and ever actiyc impulseto pity the suffering and her inability to steel

her lieart against such a sight us now con¬
fronted Madame de Courcy, makes her a dan¬
gerous alms giver.
The really deserving mendicant, to whom

nature hail denied the skill of mukir.g one fuce
while he wore another and of forcing tears to
his eyes as the occasion demanded, mighteasily*go unblest of charity from a woman's
presence. But it needed no touch of the playactor's art to enable i'ierre I'ujol to move little
Paula's mother to do her utmost to lighten his
misery. With a heart that swelled with com¬
passion, the lady stepped forward and emptiedIter purse into the hands of the astounded
Pujol. At sight of the glittering gold piecesthe man caught his breath and raised his heavyeyelids as if he expected to find some celestial
messenger in radiant raiment standing before
him. His eyes wandered from the sweet face of
the gracious alius giver to the sweeter one of the
little Paula beside her and then it became Mad¬
ame de Courcy's turn to be amazed, for the
man. with a grace that BCemed strangely re¬
fined for such u wretched outcast, gathered the
gold and silver pieces into a roll and handed
them back to Madame de Courcy.
"Keep it. keep' it, poor bc-ggarman," cried

little Paula, "l'lease keep it. Oh, please keepit."
But a faint smile spread over the man's feat¬

ures and for the first time Madame de Courcy
noticed that although unshorn and pinched with
hunger there was a look of gentleness and re¬
finement in his face.
..Madame,' began Pujol in a low and trem¬

ulous voice, "I came for forgiveness, not for
alms."

"Forgiveness?" echoed Madame de Courcy,with a look of deep perplexity.
"Yes, madame. forgiveness," continued

Pierre solemnly; "l'or I have committed a crime
against the law" of the land and you alone have
have it in your power to save me from punish-ment."
"Oh. don't cry, poor Mr. licggorman. we'll

forgive you. ' cried little Paula: "won't we.mamma?" Our mauiuia is very kind and alwaysforgives us when we are naughty."
Madame de Courcy rained her hand gently

to constrain the sweet little chutterbox to
quietness, and turned a sympathetic glance
upon Pujol to encourage him to proceed.With well chosen words and with a modest
and refined demeanor Pierre now related the
story of hi-) year of misfortune, how he had lost
his place, how his little savings had been con¬
sumed. the failing out of life of his beloved
wife and his despair at finding himseir drawingcioecr and closer to that dread portal, which
the world closes upon ull those whom it exe¬
cutes bv the slow death of hunger nnd cold.
"For me," cried Pujol, "the end could not

have come too soon, but my babies; oh. mybabies: my patient, faithful Julie and my dear
Blanche." At these words, Paula burst out
with such a wild cry o." Joy, accompanied bv t>o
loud a chipping of hands.that Martha and Jane
came rushing out into the corridor to see what
the matter was.

"I knew it, mamma, dear," exclaimed the
happy Paula. "I knew that my beggarman
had two little children at home; one just like
me. 1 have seen them. I know Julie and
Blanche."
"Seen them? Know them?" repeated Martha

and Jane.
"Yes. I think I know whatTm talking about,"added Paula with a look of injured dignity. I

dreamt I saw them, and that's just the same.
But, mamma, Mr. Beggarman looks cold.
Mavn't we take him in out of the chilly corri¬
dor and give him something warm to dnnk?"
Madame de Courcy stammered out a few

words of apology for'her thoughtlessness, and
Pujol was led into the warm drawing room bylittle Paula, closely followed by Martha and
Jane. A gluts of wine helped the poor man to
collect his thoughts. Madame de Courcy was
anxiously awaiting the explanation of his
strange utterances in reference to forgiveness
at her hands.

Pujol saw this and hastened to complete the
tale of his wanderings and to relate how he
had found work ana porter, how he had left tlft>
package in his room while he went back to the
shop to get his pay, his narrow escape from
falling down the elevator shaft, his return
home and his amazement and dismay upondiscovering that his children, thinking thai he
waa only managing a surprise for them, and
that the package contained their New Years'
present, iiad during hi* absence opened it,
taken out the contenta, and were now sittingthere too happy for words as their astonished
eyes wandered from one point of view to
another.
"Oh, Mr. Beggarman," cried little Paula,please tell us what wh there in the bos?"'
"A large and beautiful toy calledan unbreak-

able doll." replied rnjol.
"An unbreakable ,loll?" echoed the three

children in one voice, while wonder looked out
from their faces.

P..iVhT,.i.Mr- ^RPrsrman." exclaimed little
kTC. ' ,th*t * on":JJiafs our unbrenknble doll
".bv, which Uncle Felix bought for ua."

kn?.w }}. I, know it oulv too well." said
« ;«» H# A.' . a?d mJ flrst impulse was to snatch
iVw 1 vLe,r h;in,i,. but 1 hadn't the heart to

t,h?,^aln 1 noticed that thev had
already soiled it somewhat, for their dear little
bands are not so clean and daintv as vour tiriv
anger*, end so rather than be called a thief and

f Prison J ma<ie «P my mind to drown
£w!!t # uW \ mv babies would be well

y R k,nd- K00"1 woman who lives on
we ground floor, and so I kissed them good-bveforever and started off for the quay. I don't
j_n°7 got there. but I rememljer stand-

w2Jrr»«|1?KieDf «a"d '°°kin8 down into the
n jumped. '

sohTnt^f® .Chi'.^en oat into crics and
thre.

" terrible confession of Pujol's, and

and wa^t arms around their mother's neck

p'-^het" 1 fln,t inched the water." continued
ever foi* r,rar,J ,co'der tlian anv ice I lsad
in nn In "nrt,ciu!l f>d me to the very heart, but
deUehtfnft i £an io. »row warmer and a

ff w
"K °I comfort came over me. I

don t think I ever felt so happv. I could see

th'I TS'V'"" in tlle attic room playing with
ft n^Ut".l,U doU aR plainlv as I now see vou!

lav hPoM f
T * t4'frlbk- hanJ of iron «*raed to

into till t
n,C " drap rae °!lt the warmth

hook whi /oez.m* Mr It was the iron

hstenTnir ^ 1nm' policeman had succeeded in
fastening into my coat collar just as I was

80»A*d?,Wnf°r the iast time."

little Pa :U ?'"« h<? ?U,,ed -ron out." mid
little 1 «ula, as the fixed ner biff lustrous blue
ByeBupon the would-be suicide.
vnJiA ?J?eI murmured Pnjol, "the
ft i

"P»n killing »no in its own wav!"Madame de Courcy spoke a few words' of
sympathy, but little Paula overcame her shy¬
ness and laid hold of one of Pujol's hands.
t ,i Vi marnln'V f^e exclaimed as she
touched his coat sleeve, "would you believe it.
allfrS3:"1Snt dryyct and sleeve i.

Mnrih0 *i,h Kncle, F,'Iir wo*Hd come." cried
mic ofhi 8°- could give the poor man
one of Ins nice warm coats.

of bf,n^ *l,I'r"I'riate words' full of the spiritof Und'.^s but none the less impressiveTadame de Courcy now strove to set before1 ujol s imiid the enormity of his offense in

h^ownTfl. I'tildren and attempting to take

,.you will give me your most sacred
pledge, continued the lady solemnlv, "that
I,. not ag.-,in seek to bring destruction
upon that which the Lord hath given nnd the
vou for th! may take ftwa-v 111 K'ailly forgive

r the wrong you committed in not deliv-
!"£A~® dolj- °nd, what's more, I'll request mv
v«> «i° .T0U b» influence in securing
>ou another position."

Pujol's heart was too full for utterance.
nrin i forgive you. Mr. Beggarman,"
nhUini i1' "lie may keep the unbreak-
. ,

babv for Julie and Blanche, mayn'the, dearest mamma?" "

«uir^ie"vi,et Lini-" P'eaded Jane, and then she
"fc_;, 4 we send Julie and Blanche
some of our toys, dearest mainma?"
-Madame de Courcy was deeplv moved bv this

naH nf11* mannestation of sympathy (in the
part of her children. While the tears trickled
friends fT 1I>aJ0,8./'hctkH 1,irt 'hree little

SlanchS d°Wn with toys for Julie

oro.win^1'1,"011' the h®11 hH rig-
orous tug, and was more astonished than ever
to ha\e the three sisters come rushing out with
cnts Oil

,,T,ilV<''i!eKf."n!ld,, ,the unbreakable doll! The
unbreakable <loll has come to life. The mvs-
terv is solved!" .

h "'P/' de'l^t uncle." added little Paula, "we

got her"" unbreakable doll, but we haven't

J«tha generous supply of monev. a good
warm coat on his back, and better tlian all a
heart leaping with ; uch jov in Ins breast that it
th/i 1>ri y Lard fclBk for hi:" t«get hisbrtath.
the wanderer came to the end of his roueh and
sorrowful path: and there was time enough, too,for a iong and joyous New Year's dav.

K ' '

P,,ier.8ftTU8thol^ky tnru camti" in Pien-e
.
"nbreakuble doll babv

hif of h ^Kentitl,me.S l?* °ne ,'^r- °ne. and
lialf of hor head, but the glue pot has always
served to put her in phape again.

TiiE BHlt.

A LOST OITOKTIMTY.
He Did Not Go i»o«»n i nou^h to Behold »

Soul-Delighting .Sj»eetacle.
From Drake's Magazine.

It was on a Sabbath mom and George Mur-
gatroyd hnd ju-tt turned over to sleep again,
after making his sixth resolution to get up.
But the cry. fraught with anxiety and trepida¬
tion. that came from the room below banished
sleep instantly.

It was his wife's voice.the dear girl whom
he had taken from a parent's, or, rather, two
parents' care.

"George! Come quick!"
What could be the matter? He remembered

now. with an agonized gasp, as he ripj^d his
night gown up the back and put one leg into
the arm of his undershirt, that Maud had func¬
tional derangement of the heart. Still slio
could not cry out like that if stricken down

don't you come? Come!

In his frantic haste be had on his trousers
i ! before and his shirt wan a wreck

i ? .at'i Lila',a ,,!'*b it came to him!the tule of yesterday, toltl by his little wife, at
which he had scoffed.God help him! A tide
ot a dark-browed man who came t» read the

U riK" Wh° ,Vd behaved so strangelythat Maud suspected him of being a burglar's
bpy. I ho man had come again.even now
perhaps >

lato?^0rge' J0U don t corno it'll be too

0jy'.iat were collar buttons now that he should
1 tlr Wlth one bound he over¬

turned the rocking chair and smashed the
lTdefl f: 1? unoth1<r instil,t he had ..ol-

h« tri
"

, pe? ' loset door; at the third
step he tripped over his suspenders and came
down stairs on his elbows and countenance

^Courage, Maud! ' he cried. "I Um com-

iie w?>s 0,dv a Pale bookkeeper and unarmed
Smtd'J Kwu'r. "" ».

dim" tyC blood on his nor* could not

"What.where in he?" ho gaaped. lookingaround with at\ awful faintness at the heart.
"I wanted you to see the babv," said she in

issra*? vvice- "h,,! i,ad ^t in'iS
looked!" y°UVB n° bow cunning Ue

PHRENOLOGY OK I'MBKELI.AS.
Wet Day Obwrvattonm K«ducud to a Science.
From the Boston G.'otie.

Tlie precjtio umbrella has an erect rigid-
nessof poise that turns neither to the right nor
to the left.
The cautious umbrella liasacovert. fhoulder-

thading snugnes t that keeps close to the shel¬
tered side of the way.
The calculating umbrella has a weigh-and-

measure preoccupation, dipping down alowlv
to the right or left, like the reckoning squint of
an eye.
The irascible umbrella jerks through the

moving mass of its kind with a rampant air of
general unsteadiness that people pause to
ruffle their brows at.
The good-natured umbrella has an ambling

slowness of movement, a rest-on-oara look,that wems to contemplate its fellows as sub¬
jects for laughter.
The bonnd-to-get-tbere umbrellahasasteady

determined movement that crushes and col¬
lides and knocks off hats on an "all's-fair-in-
war principle.
The going-to-the-party umbrella bobs and

skips in air with a certain buoyant elevation
that seems borne on the w ings of glee.

llie take-it-easy umbrella hangs off with an
oh-fuss. what s-the-hurry loll.
. nfbe shy umbrella has 'a forward dip, like a
hat pulled over tho eyes.absent-minded" umbrella protrude# com¬
fortably from under the arm, while its owner's
head net* as a substitute.
The sweet-sixteen umbrella has a snuir

"chummy" equipose, that suioresU a web -r^l
woof of "Isn the just lovely!"^^confabs, wUhacid drop intermissions.
The forlorn-woman umbrella has a viiforless
^SK7ri,r

«mbreUa has a come-and-be-
bo^P'tahty of poise, held upward,outward, with a strong right-hand grinneither in ostentation nor selfishness, bnt with

* fjoriona rrng round brace of protection.
pie heedless umbrella is a kleptomaniac. I*

gets into trouble with fringes and laces, obliv-
°?k ^mebody's veil and never

.»-

^^"Hark! Somebody ia playing a delightfu
bit from Wagner."
the tteniwe!" Jmm" *boTeling coal into

HYPNOTIC FACTS.
Instances of the Exercise of This

Strange Controlling Power.

MYSTERIOUS MANIFESTATIONS

How Hypnotism Differs From Son*amb«>
Urn and Catalepsy . Rome Remarkable
Experiments Performed la This City.In¬
stances of All Phases That Are BeHered to
B« Authentic.

Written for the Rvenitur Star.

fPHE CONVICTION LAST WEEK of the two
Paris strangle., Errand and Oabnite

Bompnrd, an account of whoso deed was re¬

cently published in The Stas, showed some

curious facts in regard to hypnotism. It ap¬
pears that the woman.when in a hypnotic state,
rehearsed the crime in all its details, and when
she was in a normal condition was unconscious
that she hud done bo. It is probable, too. that
the acting of the crime was more accurately
performed by the woman hypnotized than it
would have been by the woman with all her
normal senses about her.
Of all the strange things on earth the strang¬

est are hypnotism, somnambulism and dreams.
Simple mesmerism is not so extraordinary. The
explanation that Dr. Win. It. Carpenter, the
British specialist, gives is certainly reasonable.
A person who is mesmerized is under the in¬
fluence of the mesmerizer and his own imagi¬
nation. but the will of the ntesinerizer will not
be executed by the subject unless it is expressed
to hi:u. He must be toid what he is expected
to do. otherwise he will act according to his
own view of what is expected of him, no matter
how different may be the silent wish of the op¬
erator. A skillful operator m&v be introduced
into the saino room with the i>est of subjects
and it the latter is ignorant of his presence he
is powerless to affect him. The actual known
presence and generally a physical contact are

necessary to produce mesmeric influences. This
is generally known as animal magnetism and is
not a circumstance in its strange inexplicable-
niss to hypnotism and its different manifesta¬
tions. The latter, which is. perhaps, more cor¬
rectly known as somnambulism, is now receiv¬
ing more attention from the scientific world
than was ever given to it before, and it i« to be
hoped that some definite conclusions may toon
be reached in regard to it.

A UKMAUKABLE BALTIMORE SUBJECT.
About eighteen months ago a select party of

people in Washington was treated to an exhi¬
bition of this peculiar disease whic h certainly
deserves to be recorded. A young girl, who
lives in lialtimore, had excited a great deal of
interest among the physicians of that citv, be¬
cause of the peculiar trances in which she foil
at certain times, and she was brought to this
city, where a private exhibition was given. It
must be premised that there is nothing re¬
markable or unusual in the girl's appearance or
manner. She is a most respectable young
woman of about seventeen years of age. und
her father ami mother are working people of
excellent standing. After the company had as¬
sembled she was given a chair in the middle of
the room, and having sat in it for a few mo¬
ments. she closed her eves and immediately
went into an hypnotic state. The things that
she did when in this trance, which lasted for
fully half an hour, were moat extraordinary,
ller hands bejan to move and a slate pencil
was thrust into her right hand and a slate held.
Lpon this she wrote rapidlv. among other
things a snatch of a Latin s<" nter.ee. After a
while she began to preach a sermon. She then
rose and walked a few yards j;nd would have
fallen heavily to the ground had not her father
caught her. She became perfectly rigid and
apparently simulated death in her di eams. Iler
nostrils sank in. her month became compressed,
she was deathly pale, the movement of breath¬
ing was not perceptible, but n physician who
was present found the pulae beating feebly.
She resembled a corpse so closely that sev¬
eral of the audience almost held their breath
in terror lest she might really have pa-ted
away. From this condition she passed into
one of apparent pain and illness, couching and
groaning. After further remarkable mani¬
festations she suddenly awoke. She betraved
no fatigue or weakness as tnc effects of iier
trance and w is entirely ignorant of what fhe
had done. The girl ifcof limited education and
Writes when in her normal condition certainlv
not readily, nor could she possibly, when
owake, preach a sermon of any kind. It was

clearly a case of somnambulism.
KIFFEREXCE BETWKEX HOXXAMtlULlSX AND CAT¬

ALEPSY.
The somnambulist and the cataleptic muft

not be confounded. In the latter disease ani¬
mation is apparently suspended and thj sub¬
ject resembles a corpse, but consciousness re¬
mains to a greater or less extent. There is one
ghastly story of a woman who went into a cata¬
leptic trance and was laid out for burial. Win .

nil the time conscious of what was beiug dotie^
ami it|was this species of disease that Edgar
Aden I'oe used as the foundation for his hor¬
rible sketch on premature burial. The }»er-
son who is aUlicU-d with catalepsy is without
power of speech or motion.
The somnambulist who walks in his sleep is

merely one variety of somnambulism. It is the
more confirmed somnambulist that goes into
the trances. The strangest thing of all is the re¬
cognized fact that a person when in one of these
trances undergoes an "exaltation of the senses."
as the scientists have expressed. He dot's
things and says things that lie could not sav or
do if lie were awake. In the cut e of the lialti-
more gill just described she preached aud
wrote us she could never have done under tior-

j mul circumstances, but there are instances on
record of still more extraordinary exaltation of
power. One common, ignorant girl sang in
imitation of Jenny Lind und sang beautifully
and when awn ite had tio notion of music, sir
William Hamilton in hi» metaphysics has cited
cajies even more astounding. He telli of one
poor woman in France, who, v. hen she is in her
trances, spoke an unknown tongue, nnd when
the sounds were repeated to her afterward she
had not the slightest conception oi their mean¬
ing. Investigation proved the dialect to be old
Ureton, and it appeared that, in her early in¬
fancy, she had iir.d a itreton peasant for a nurse.
Not one word oi' the language had she learnt!
Had it lodged somewhere in her babv br.un.in
some corner that only awoke when her healthv
in tellacts were asleep?

OASBIELLE BOMPARl.'s "EXALTATION."
In view of this "exaltation of the senses," it

it easy to see that Oabrielle Bompard would be
able, when hypnotised, to go over the scene of
her murder more correctly than she could
when she had simply her normal memorv to
guide her. Her performance of this feat also
showed that the was subject to the.*- strange
influences, and that her consort unquestion¬
ably had a power over her indepeiuk nt of her
own will. But if she had committed her mur¬
der when hypnotized, it is not probable that
she would have had any recollection of it after¬
ward. and yet she made a full confession.

It is the known fact of "exaltation of the
senses'' that has given rise to the pretense of
second sight. The truth is-strange enough
without any enhancement of fiction, vet even
such u plausible novelist as Wilkie Collins has
not been able to resist the temptation of intro¬
ducing it in one of his works. It is absurd to
suppose that the extraordinary things done by
a tomnnmbuiist have any reference to unknown
things of the future; a more reasonable suppo¬
sition is that they relate to the past. The clair¬
voyance of the charlatan is worthy of serious
consideration.

THREE VARIETIES OF HTKfOTIBM.
It would appear that there are three varieties

of hypnotism. One la the case where a person
is put into the state by another, and this is
more like the ordinary mesmerism; the other
is where the person goes into the trance invol¬
untarily, and the third is the case, illustrated
by the Baltimore girl, where the trance is vol¬
untary at times and involuntary at others.
To produce the first kind of hypnotism the fol¬
lowing receipt is given: Take a bright object,
such as a new silver coin, hold i; a short dis¬
tance, less than an arm's length, before the
subject's eve* and slightly above them, and
make him look at it fixeilly for some time. The
pupils of his eyes at first contract and then di¬
late, and soon the symptoms of ordinary sleep
appear. He then sinks into a trance, his limbs
become rigid as in catalepsy, and presently you
¦»Tpr may not, according as he is a good or
indifferent subjective able to make him do
wonderful things. This is the hypnotism that
we are all familiar with in public exhibitions
under tho name of mesmerism. Very amusing
results are produoed. and it is sasy to see that
very dangerous ones might also be brought
about. Thus the subject who is told that he is a
king at once assumes a royal air, another who
is told he is a street fakir begins to cry his
wares, and the third having it suggested to him
that he is a member of Congress advances to
the footlights and makes a tremendous politi¬
cal speech. If the operator should suggest to
. food subject the propriety of committing a
crime ha would probably do it, if it eonld be
done at once, but it is not probable ?'r-l the
hypnotic state would . exist for any mat
length of time, or that it would exist in tall
vigor tf the operator were art preeeat with the

fnbjfrt. There ii therefore no danger of crim¬
inal* becoming hvpnoti/rr* and thus making
others do their wicked deed* few them Tlir
kind of somnambulism above dwriM is what
1" French U rm the rmj-

effect cfoj» a KrxamvK *raj*<T.
Nerertheless.if a skillful rat emeruer operate*

constantly Upon one sensitive subject, the latter
5"fr . time almott ceases to have any will but
bis. Tbere i» a case on record of a man *b«<
had nji h an influence over a roan* girl that
when ahe waa e\peeting the arrival of h< r
mother he itidnced a wa»h>-rwoman from tiie
streets to enter the tiouw .catling out to the girl
as she did to: "Marv, here * your mother"*
The girl embractd toe itranger with cfl ufl* e
nffection. and when her ty rant called her atten¬
tion to her mistake sank down in tearaof help-
lew mortification.
The somnambulist. as some one haa pnt it.

"acta his dream*." and in that way. subject
to human limitation*, he perform* wonderful
feat*. He cannot fly, and to dream that you
are flying i« not uncommon. nor can he ptne-
trate the portals of heaven a* happy j*H»plehave done in their aleep. IVies he experiencethat perfect ecstacy that I>e 0»mcy haa de¬
scribed a* one of the stages of opium intoxica-'
tion./ It would not acetn probable from the in¬
stances that have been recorded.

1 he extraordinary thing* that people have
been known to do in unnatural sleep are onlyequaled by the ordinary things that thev cau
do when they are sleeping a normal aleep.Tho old horse Jogging along the du«ty road
which he is perfectly familiar with on a hot.
drow«y summer day not infrequently goes to
sleep, and when he is standing iu front of the
village store, where his owner love* to loaf for
hours at a time, unless something out of the
usual run is transpiring about him be is nearly
always taking a nap. If you Watch him
you will see his head gradually sinking loaer
and lower in the check rein until th- hit prow*his month disagreeably. »h< n he wakt s with a
start mid looks about him guiltilv like an old
man after dinner, ready to deny" that he bail
ever thought of going to sleep, "is there atn-
thmg wicked in taking a nap in your . asy chair
after dinner? No practice is more natural and
innocent, yet there never was man or woman
who would confess to it. however visible the
proof might be. One would us soon expect a
confession of snoring as a Confession of that
after-dinner nap.

MF.X WHO WORK WHILE ASLTFF.
But if horse* go to aleep standing in tho

shafts or jogging along the road, it is equally
true that men have been known to aleep while
engaged in some habitual occupation. Sir
^ illiam Hamilton, the results of whose investi¬
gations have been alluded to before. gites an
instance of a postman in Knglan I who used to
make a journey every day between two neigh¬
boring village* by :t certain beaten track,
lfegularly every day he would go to sleep and
continue walking and regularly as clock work
he would wake up when he came to a certain
little stream which had to be crossed bv a nar¬
row and shaky plunk. This was uo more than
the old horse does and the waking up at a cer¬
tain pla-'e was no more than the faculty of
waking at a regular houreverv morning, which
nearly all people posses.*. Many people, for
that matter, are able to wake ai any ho.ir that
they choose. The night watchman does not
always watch, but if he knows when an in-
siK'Ctor is to be exjiected he can regulate his
sleeping and waking to suit. Another story is
told by Sir William, more wonderful than "his
postman story. It comes down u» us on the
authority of two philosophers of the olden time.

A REMARKABLE instance.
Two scholars were making a journey on

horseback on the continent, and having been
riding all day long and doubtless beguiling the
weary hours by erudite discussion, they arrived
at an inn at nightfall thoroughly fatigued.
There a third philosopher joined them and pre¬sented them with a manuscript b" had recently
found. The more tired one of the two travel¬
ers volunteered to read it. It may well be im¬
agined that it was dry reading a.id that all the
surroundings were calculated to induce drowsi¬
ness. Nevertheless, the reader read for some
time, turning over the pages and making the
nroper j>aascs and inflections, until one of the
listeners, making an interruption and observ¬
ing that it was not heeded, went up to hitn and
feuud that, while he was leading js-rfectiy cor¬
rectly. he was. notwithstanding, sound asleep.
Nor had he. when awakened, the slightest recol¬
lection of a word he had read. It may well be
suspected that the country \ .arson in th - hot
summer weather, when the birds are twittering
a lullaby among the vines about the church
windows, and when the locusts are bu/.zing
their drowsy tune against the maples about the
orch, bikes a little nap while he drones forth
is familiar prayers.

AI.L ARE MTSTERtor* MANIFESTATIONS.
While some people behave as though they

were awake, when in reality they are asleep,
others behave as though they were asleep when
in reality they are -iwake. The absent-minded
individual who walks along the street appar¬
ently cutting everybody he meets, who walks
into *n open drain or peril; ;>* humpe up againrt
ii moving carriage, might ju-t a* well be a
somnambulist. But this is another tiling and
has nothing to do with the subjects sketched
here. Mesmerism, hypnotism, somnaiubuli ni
are all manifestations of dreams and sleep, und
are mysteries as strange almost as the mystery
of death itself.

Huw wonderful is Do»th,
lVatt .an.l his t rotle-r Sl«*p!

NOT ACyl.%lNTi:i» WITH CHILDREN.

Wfia' Parent* Sometimes Lo«r by Too Strict
a Iteration to Social Dutiee.

From the New York HermM
"Yes; I've read everything first that my boy

has ever read," said a handsome woman the
other evening. "He is thirteen years old and
we have exhausted Scott, all boys' histories and
books of travel, and I'm getting just a little bit
puzzled about what is best to read next."

..¦Piat remark makes me feel drawn toward
you," i aid a lady sipping her chocolate near.
"It is a delight to find a New York society
woman who can think about her chddrcu at
alt '

"It ii hard for a woman to manage her house¬
hold and go into society and pay any attention
to her children. I admit," said l -e first sneaker.
"But I'd rather forego some of the social pleas¬
ures and have the greater pleasure my children
afford me.''
"We had a most winsome girl in otir school."

answered her friend. "I felt it a privilege to
be allowed to enjoy the j>ersonality of such a

pure, brilliant and original mind. She wrote
an especially fine composition, and to encour¬
age her to even better results I said. 'Kleanora.
show this to your mother and ask her w hat ahe
thinks of it. 'and tell me what she says.'

"l>avs p*«**-d and Kleanora did not mention
the composition; finally I asked her what her
mother had said.
" -Oh. I haven't seen mamma yet to ask her/
.' 'Mamma is away, is she?'
" 'Oh. no. bnt to tell the tmth. madame. I

don't see mamma very often. When 1 come to
scuool she is in bed. you know, and when 1 go
home she is out to a tea. luncheon, reception
or driving, and then wo never dine with
mamma, and very often she is out to dinner.or
giving a dinner, and in the evening ahe always
has some entertainment oa hand, so you see it
is quite impossible for me to eee her veryoften.'"

How very stylish you are. Mr. Softieigh.
ii linlsl vnnr r/.rr "Too hold your elbow very high."
"Ys-ea. I got it from the Prince of Walea.*
"Did you meet him abroad?"
"No; but Cbollv Davis saw him Meet a friend

on the street one day.".Life.
Unprofitable

tbs Chicago Tribune.
"H-h-how m-m-m-uch f-f-for a ro-TO-room?"

stuttered a man named Pettengill who regie-
tered from Jackson, Mich., at the Auditorium.
"On what loor?" aaked the clerk.

"Five dollars," waa the prompt reply.
"I t-t-th-in-k I-'ll g-g-g-g-o "

"Well, I can give you a D room," the clerk
made haete to my, "and it ia one of tbe bast
rooms on the seventh floor. Front! Show this,
gentleman to 7*."
The haste of the dark waa tbe mean* of de¬

priving the Auditorium Company of lit, for
Mr. Mnengill said afterward he intended to aayhe "thought he would go right up," and that
ha would want the room for Ave days."B-b-but t-t-the e-o-elerk d-d-did-n-n't

rtumcD bt a

A t«»l Mm Him.#
?»>«! »>> Ihf HplHt of H« h

IVm the llilliArlfMi Tlnisa.
I «"becked at ktirw, >n4 ifwr on*

'training lo««k around ovnnl to myself
*" l"t- 1 ha.l nn^lni thr fact soasa Um

since. bat l>»d stubbornly fought dow* Um

sn«picwm though my horse eriiWitly nilliil
*'*.> r,*rnt niilnnuicr br plodded along. res¬

ignation plainly riprrwHl in the droop of hia
tail and ear* In pla.-e of the ranch. tb« ktartr
welcome. pleasant dink. M, supper,
I had rt|wU'J to reach by sunaet,
nothing to h» ar« n Wow, behind, on ntb«r
hand, bat the deed heel of the plain. Tbers
were |xitli* in plenty; in fart. the trouble fM

there ton many til narrow and winding.
'"r ^°* meandering tkn <« se»>-.n«*l not the
slightest rlroaf except thr general b*ndeney to
crookedness mo«t things amtisVe and luant-
mat* alikf'possess. Hut it would haw Ukm
the instin-t of a blood hound or a trailing Is-
."an to have fluid whl.-b |wths had b«-ru wade
by horses' foot or thisse of rattle.
Now that the sun waa gone. I foun.fmf
'w b»dge of the point of the com|v«*a gone

with it. Aa I aat |>erpleTed and Worried the
gloom of twilight gathered fast and the chill
ot coining rain smote nie through and through.
J! ,n distance there waa the roll of
founder, tilanring up I saw that th. mami

''""d had rlosed together in a curtain of
Krav mist Mv horse strode on of hia own ar-

ford. and hoping Hut hia in-tinct would lead us
to aonie how. | 1,-t hnn have In. wtU.
I r. s.'iitly it began to rain. . sort of b<«rt-
Drokca paasionl. aa weeping. but with a steadr
UrUtiailiatloii to beraewr* all night, that
awoke graver sppr. h. r.sion in my* h.wom titan
anyamount 0f blustering, Aowrn downpour
< 011.d have done, i'his tine, atill rain wn ac-
ouipiiM. d by a low. soughing wind that added

its desolate note to th. general dr. anneas of
the hour Of course I did not nurd a little

«*« ,he V""!1"'* «'f ^"ending the entire
'

4 ,
,'*l","« d to it wa« anything but agreeable,

an. gr. w really violent in denunciation of tlM
* % ^ kid m,>. «'i utwstranger in tb«
«®M'«try. to attempt to ti,.| anything less than

0 i ;.uo m active eruption on a bald prairie.
.. T IS*"" M"" * tin'' l"'ople. in manr r»-
.Vecta the most admirable of lio-U -but indi-
VKhlally and collccUvcv th. v tack anv appre¬
ciation of distanc, I hi- of couric. to
them having so much arunnd them; but
toa stranger ignorant of the extent to whirh
the phrase* "a little piece of out " and "Just
out.l ie o town" ran be stretched. thia eon.

"f nul'" »»« little misleading,
.ft hi the fareof that dreary,monotonous moan-
in? of nun ini| wind, even tngerat mv own follr
could not hum long, and though . hilled to the
hone and Ured and hungry. I plodded ondullv,
prati ful th.it iio night. even the longest, rouid
last ron ver It was now quit,, dark, and verv
o.irk at that, tliough at ohori inverval. clone to
the horizon a faint gleam of lightning ahow»ni.
too distant t,. runt brightn. iia on mv path and
oijy sufheient to luU nslfy the bl.-tekneiw about
me.

All at once T aaw a man walking about fifteen
¦eet Hi front of nie. Yea. I know I aald It aaa

intensely dark, but all the annie. 1 re]>eMt it. (
Maw a man w.ilking m front of me. an I furiber-
more I eould »e that be was a large man.
ill eased in r. 'Ugh. but Well-tittlng cloth.*. tUat
he won- a heavy red beard, and that he looked
.'a » at me from time to time with im ri;m«-
Mon of k.-en anxiety on hi. oth.r*i«« rather
nxe.I features.

! * I cried, but a« be ,liJ not halt I con-
eluded he did not hear me. A. a <e.-ond ball
produced no result I spurred iny w.ary h rao

up to overtake the stranger. Itut, though the
f'*.* respoiid.d with all alaciitv lll.>.t et.unnend-
abie iinder the circmustauces, | Mk>h found
that this strange pedestrian did not intend to
let me catch up with him. Not that he burm-d
himself. He aeemed without anr exertion to
keep a go.nl tifu-en feet between us. Then I
began to Wonder how. with the into use dark¬
ness shutting me iu as four bbirk a.dls. I was
vet able to at*> my strange roinpaiiion sorl wrly,
to tike in ihe details ot bis .li.'ss and e\en tha
expr.'ba.on of his fuc*. and that atadl-lallM
more than twice mv horse a length when Z
could hardly see hi* bra I before me. 1 um n.yt
given to SU|»Tstltl..lis (all ies and uiv oulv Iraf
nig waa of curiosity.

*

We went on in silence for nearlv half an hoar,
wheu. as suddenly as h> had «pj«-ar.sl, Le was
gone. I looked art.und for liiii'i. halt atrald.
Jr"'n motaiit and complrte ^i.appt^ranee,
that I and been dreami'ig. when I perceived
that 1 was close to a snibli low building of some
sort. I reined in and shout. >1 s*-\ eial uu.es,
hut not th" slightest responsecotilii I hear, and
at hist I rode l«.ldly up and Upp« d on the wall
»Uu iIk- butt ot ui> rid.u? a hip. ilnu. aa tins
ell' it. d Uo si^u of lite. I concluded that I had
Mtuuilded on some deaertu! hoiiae. er that it
wus the abode of mv eccentric friend, ao. du-
luouiitmg and tying the grar, i ttsolvid to
spend the re»! of the nigh' under a roof or to
find some good reason for continuing lur Jour¬
ney. 1 felt mv way along the wall nil I r.' aebed
a door, and trying tin- and filming that it

| yielded to uie. 1 nU-jiju d inside, striki«ig a luatch
us I del ho. Fortunately, 1 carried tut matrhua
in an air-tight case, and as it was drv'the one I
struck gave toe a light at onoc. l 'found mv-
sclf iti a large room close to attire;.lace, over
which a rude shell aas plac. d. and on this
kianul I saw aa oil lamp, to which I ai t lied
my match.
On the hearth Wiui heaped a quantity of

ashe* atid over these cr«.u. tied a child, a l.ttb)
girl of five or six. At tin. other . nd of tba
room, which was plainly and acaiitilr furnished
lay a man a, ross a bed.'and as I rai ed th. I..mii
i kiw that be Waa the iu;l:ie I had beeu follow¬
ing. hut there aas Miniething in his atutudw
aud fa<-e that struck tne as |Hculiar. and I was
about to go forward and look at hnu. wheu tha
child, alio had at first seemed da.'A-d at ''¦!
light, fairly threw herself ui >i»ri rue.
"Have you anything for N.llv to eat?" she

acid, and then: "Oh. Nelly so hungry!"
1 ran my hand into my |.ocaet* and drev

forth a iiat had been a pajier hag of chocolato
candy, hut aas now a polpv unappoti<L;iig
uiasa. I must confess to a eiiildish tondiitss
for sw.-ets, which 1 usually earn in some form
about me. I hand.il the remains of mv dav a

supply to the child, and then walked over to
the b-d. \»w. it was the same man. red U-ard.
roujjh clothes, hut setting off the magiiibcent
frame to perfection; the same man, hut dead,
long dead.

I took his hand only to find it stiff and old,
while his face had the dull gray a*;>ect never
seen in the newly dead. As l" stood gazing
down on hnn a little band touched none.

"Nelly so hungry!" said tue child.
"Have you eaten all the candy/" I naked

her.
"Yes, ve«! But me hungrr, for me had no

dinner, uo brekkus, no supper and rijia won t
get up."
The house, which consisted of the large

room, u smaller kitchen, and a sh.d. where I
found a quantity of hav arid fodder, seemed
quite hare of food, but by diut of searching in
the hay I discovered a nest, which Nellie in¬
formed me was there, aud in it two fresh egg*.
These I boiled for her. "A''i-n she had finished
I eootb. d her to r leep on a bed 1 made for hi<r
before the fire. Th« n after I had put my b iM
in the shed room and f. d h in I |» rfornied aa
well as I could a aerv ice for the dead.
When day dawned I was abi« to iiscem a(

some distance from the liou e a line of tele¬
graph poles and taking the child with me 1 fol¬
lowed the^e to the nearest town, where i noti¬
fied the authorities of the death.

'i he dead man's name was f rwderirk Barn¬
staple. He wu* an hugti.huian, so I found, a
recent arrival in those parts Ilia daughter waa
restored to her fumily across the water aud is
now a pretty girl of sevetite, n. I hare nerer
told this story before, but I am ready to taka
an affidavit to ita truth. It all happened about
thirty miles from l>allaa.

anythi

la WaaM F1«*
From the Philadelphia Time
Ammcrl waa a good-nntured, soft-hearted

fellow who, along with other excellent quali¬
ties. was not averse to a well-spread table. Bat
his pane, while meeting all Ida
wants, was hardly large enough to
latest, or rather tha earliest, Iuxutm
some little stint.
Going through the game market one day his

.ye was taken with a brace of quail, tha
of the season. He felt a strong inward yea
ing to polities the delicate birds, but oa m
ing inquiries be found tha price waa rat
bevond his expectations.
"Can't you come down just a little?"

asked the proprietor. "That's
you know."

¦Couldn't reduce them a oent,
ing," waa the reply.
m. rl gave a sigh and,

out the tempting sight, pained oa hia way.He had hardly turned ihe mil aai before
met an old friend, Pumpua, whu
pation in life seamed to he In

"Oh, Ammerl," he Joyfullyloan of There's trouble
don't know what to do."
Hardlr was tha moDey aakad hic&iittEsri^Usrt:and thought.
Not regret at hia

whether he ahould r<
be would.
Going back to tlx

wanted that pair of 1
"1 aa sorry," wm tha i

sold them to Mr. PumpL,Mr. Ammerl, tuilike you ha dtda''


